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Willis, though I doubt whether he would want the books I chose—Pears Cyclopaedia and W. H. Kingston's Peter the Whaler.
Then the war became abruptly real and cruel. One day the Head, a Mr. F. R. Branch, known as "Twoggy" by a corruption of Twig, told the assembled school, after morning hymns, that our science master, a Mr. Bengough, had been killed in France. Occasional daylight raids started and one of the toy bombs of those days fell with a horrifying explosion a quarter of a mile away. This had one pleasant aftermath for the idlers, myself included. "Twoggy" established a system of "air-raid guards." This meant that two boys, in turn, could dodge lessons for periods of half an hour while they skulked about in the asphalt playground ostensibly looking for hostile aircraft. They were also permitted to play cricket at the nets, if so minded. Though, for the sake of verisimilitude, we gave occasional false alarms the system was a total failure.
Food queues and rationing started, but, apart from the inconvenience of standing in queues when I wanted to be reading Sherlock Holmes's stories, it did not affect me much, for, at the best of times, I had a miserable appetite. My fastidiousness with food nearly drove my mother demented. The only meals I fancied were sausage toad-in-the-hole or fried fish. All the usual childish ailments, and a few more, afflicted me in melancholy succession.
The young pacifists of the 1920-30 period were in the making. Brother Bernard, who, because of the O.T.C. training at London University, had obtained a commission in the Essex Regiment, came home on short leave from the Sommc, grey and ill, a shadow of the debonair subaltern who had left an oil-dripping motor-cycle in the upstairs hall. He looked like someone who had been through Hell, and it frightened me. His mud-caked uniform had lost its glamour, even the loaded revolver which he cast so carelessly on the sideboard failed to inspire any confidence now. An inkling that mankind was going through one of its periodical phases of madness began to seep into my mind. Then I went to a Daily Mail war exhibition and walked through clammy model trenches, which, coupled with the stories that they